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HE was the first one to wear a harlequin type Jacket and go to a clubi 

and SHE hae a general policy of not being seen dead in a pub 

straight leg Jeans when she goes out,there's a microbe attached to their . 
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a BEERS EP. SEATTLE ROCK ALUMNI PERFORM 
SOME OARAGE ROCK CLASSICS IN A DRUNKEN STATE. 
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CHEATER SLICKS "I'm Grounded/Can It Be" 7" 

Well stow me for a lubber, it's dam fine to know that these fellas really are the 
erociously wrecked 60's scare-bringers we'd heard they were-this could be the ace 
single of the issue, w/ a monster "point" hammered ALL THE WAY HOME on 
Grounded until the guy with the 2-inch vein forking out of his neck coughed up 
something red & runny and everyone else admitted they were too chicken to stick 
around. Then they went & hit serious paydirt w/ an 18-guitar (give or take) version of 
die Savoys boss sweatsock bop ''Can It Be" and bingo-a new missing lunk! 
Excavations into their back catalog come highly recommended, and if this is really 
the same Cheater Slicks who tried to resuscitate "Go Go Gorilla" on an earlier 7" 
well, please keep ,t to yourself. Bygones will be considered bygones in the sunken 
face of current greatness. (In The Red; 210 W. Union Ave. #22, Fullerton CA 92632) 

SCORCHED EARTH POLICY "Foaming Out" cassette 

It's all starting to make a little sense-this '85-'86 New Zealand aggregate share a 
dru "}™ er t0 ~ ay S ?“* & utter, y hrainfrying TERMINALS, who released in "Do The 
Void/Deadiy Tango one of the most stunning kill/stumbles of last year (or any 
other) & Xpressway have carpe diemtd in a big way with this collection of their two 
fantastic Flying Nun EPs + a side of live theatrics that holds up nearly as well Not 
especially fair to compare these recordings to weakly-related later projects but if you 
dig the first two Terminals LP's (& now that I've heard them I'm not entirely sure I do) 
this promises even greater tripped-up NZ pop clatter reward, if you know what I mean 
and I think you do Quite often simple in the boldest sense & occasionally ethereally 

™f, 4 . dalk ’ 8Ef / sound like a more drunk & beyond-cynical CLEAN circa "Getting 
Older & employed two top-notch vocalists (a boy and a girl) that led deliberately 
slipshod multi-instrumental backing into near-anthem status at its very finest ("Too 

Fvervh"^ ’iJT Y ^ Ur fr AwayM) ' With a ha PP y 8 rinnin ' take on "I'm Not Like 
* r !i boot! Ive taken the plunge on this week's NZ 'zine darlings time 

& again to find my wallet lighter & mood cloudier, but this tape really is fairly 

Chtdmers! 0^^^) ^ * kn ° W ^ (Xp "“ W * ; ? ° B °* 85 ' P ° rt 


GORIES "You Don’t Love Me/Gimme Some Money" 7" 

They say it took all of 50 dollars to record the single that will effectively put the 
Cones on a multitude of heretofore unmarked maps & I'm guessing about $2 of it went 

ninninWh, h°H !?"* Me “ T 8 !" 6 B ° Didd,ey 0n an u 8 ly Ni « ht Train bender, 
flipprn the bird, hangin a rat & then finally giving up after 5 minutes of tortured 

feedback. Heavens, I guess I just didn't know a man could swallow a harmonica and 
still make it wail so! As the Scots say, "brilliant". The B-side's notable for beating an 
unnamed SF band's version to the punch and that's really about it (Sub Pod- 1932 1st 
Avenue, Suite 1103, Seattle WA 98101) 


A BAND "Auswechseln" cassette 

m „■ A . fa ' dy a n°“ ndiT1 8 reIease from the UK's latest only-band-that-matters, 
Nottingham s A BAND. The A-side is especially brain-boggling, two side-long live 
pieces that remove you from your world & into a less gravity-conscious universe 
where they clutch Music Electronics Viva's Sound Pool & various El Saturn releases 
to their bosoms & brains. Stunning. The B-side (for "better recording") is live in the 
s u io & while not as "out there" as side A. is still quite inspired & occasionally 
amusing/maddening ("Train Tickets" is enough to give anyone a "head-brain"). On 
what I imagine to be a shoe-string "budget" A BAND bridges the gap of 
lmprov/drone/mimmalism better than practically anyone I can think of They’re 
certainly the champs;of their island. Lend them an ear. (Any Old; c/o Neil Campbell, 
28 Lenton Rd., The Park, Nottingham NG 7 IDT, U.K.) - Tom Lax 





CLAW HAMMER photo by Nicole Penegor 

CLAW HAMMER "Ramwhale" LP 

The greatest ticket in show business today or haven't you heard? I once gave the band 
that would oneday seem like the surefire peak & ultimate culmination of trad rock n' 
roll exuberance & raw firepower (but let's not get carried away here) a mere "passing" 
grade while watching their goings-through-of-the-molions on the Anti-Club stage circa 
'88; in fact it took a while to be buttered up at all to what 1 then took as greasy 70's 
motorcity boogie (hey, they do "Kick Out The Jams", well all right!) and I counted on 
Claw Hammer as a band that could ably fill a sought-after opening spot before the Lazy 
Cowgirls would hit the stage & really separate some women from some girls. Behar, 
Shindig & Fiberglass knew altogether better than I that this was a band earmarked for a 
higher order of platitudes & time proved them the wiser as Claw Hammer not much 
later wound up uncorking a killer string of 7" pure gold and an LP that cemented them as 
a band that could not only merely "rock" like the litany of influences the band made 
apparent to their public simply by plugging in, but that they were first-rate songcrafters 
au natural , amazingly able to graft wicked-ass demon blues onto Beefheartian noodle & 
make it roar and zig & zag and blast off like they'd arrived from other worlds to 
effortlessly show the rest of us how it's done. 

The kids responded accordingly (at least the ones I know). They made the cover of 
Superdope , they covered that Waitresses LP they'd loved & cherished since they were 
teens, they played many punk rock shows booked by Peter Davis; quite frankly, what 
could be next? The answer, as I'm sure you’re aware by now, is Ram whale . As a complete 
set of recordings this even tops the debut for sheer sonic blowout while reminding us 
that said blowout isn't necessarily to be read in terms of ear-splitting volume or guitar 
heftiness; Claw Hammer's attack lies more in understated "passages" that engage the 
listener (you) in a blissful harmonic reverie (it can be a 4-second guitar high-note duel 
between Wahl & Bagarozzi just as easily as a fluid 2-minute drop out where it seems as 
if the song's original "idea" might never be found again-see "Beet Rice") than in sheer 
blitzoid gonzo ass-kicking, something they're also quite good at. 

Let it also be said that singer/guitarist Jon Wahl (ex-Idle Rich) has got a set of pipes 
that provoke many of the same initial gut reactions Chris D. has engendered through the 






r s ’ ‘f 1 l ? ate k ! um (s ? uares ) or "What a fucking colossal wail! I need own every scrap 
of vinyl with thts mans name on it, posthaste!". You'd do worse than to sTart a! 

Hdf&Tlfe ^7^ n ' nB "T ke f S ° UndS likC thC offs P rin 8 of a slowed-down Richard 
Hell & The Vo.doids mated with an old blind bluesman grinding out his final tour-de¬ 
force; head-wagging is a very definite maybe! Can three men really cover all these bases 
n hree stringed instruments? I've seen it live, man, it's totally true. Although 1 can't 
confirm it, their songwriting process seems to be extremely inclusive and brings out the 
proverbial best in each member while letting no one hog the big spotlight-they play as a 

282“today rklnS be ““ ^ ™ l Called the ThinkiijFdlers Union Leal 

um A 'The p^f S , h f °M he n Wa> ! lhe LP - son 8 s ab °ut a "Sticky Thing” and 

urn. The People In My Peephole , past the mad rush-blur of "Mahaney Bus Ride" into 

R^fT ? l SUre ’ y d ‘ V1 " C ' lnS P ired "Succotash" (be the first to name the Captain 
Beefhe art rip ^at encUthe song, kids, and win a free copy of Superdope # 3 , hey hey') 
he/she ends at Three Fifteen", one of Claw Hammer's earliest (first demo, '88) & most 
I ! f H garage speedballs. Here we find young Bob Lee, die best thing to 
happen to Claw Hammer s.nce their formation, propelling the song with an almost 
tribal sense of right vs. wrong drum moves, showing conclusively that all the crashing 
* b a 8 m * e world doesn't count for shit unless it's counterbalanced w/ an intensity 
fp & ClTw H l ° ^r 80 * When ‘° S8y " Sl0W ”- Fm 8hly convinced that 2 

ffie 'Vi J.Sm!r e l S ..p V u, OW “ th ? Stuff ,egends s P rout out of - ^ w/ new numbers 
hke Vigil Smile & Pablum already popping out of this unit's collective seeing-eye 

like a pearl embedded m foreskin I'd say it's high time for any stragglers to begin thefi 

conversions right about NOW. (Sympathy; 4901 Virginia Ave., Long Beach CA 90805) 


FLY ASHTRAY "Soap/Bip/Feather" 7"EP 

Cocktail drone of the highest and suavest order from a NYC combo who could give 
the Thinking Fellers a real run for the pork on an "on” night. Since it's established 
here on sleeve as on vinyl that answers are not going to be especially forthcoming, 
we 11 take a guess & put forth that "Soap" is extremely therapeutic as a low-tempo 
dream soundtrack-it's sort of about washing layer upon cleansing layer of slo-mo 
fucked-tuned guitar and a joke you'll probably never get. "Bip" is a cunning & short 
little beetle jig and Feather", I believe, is wee-hour abject melancholia to rejoice & 
feel a 111 ' randy in after everyone's gone home. A fantastic record. You'll really just 
have to fill in the blanks yourself. (Vital Music; P.O. Box 20247, New York NY 


SUN^CJTY*G^RLS^'W^eal^DelusiL" splk ™ ^ 

Yes, a well orchestrated tribute to the cuddliest band in show business, Caroliner 
Rainbow Leveraged Buyout. The Thinking Fellers track has been a live rabbit-oul-of- 
the-hat for a couple of years and features heavy-amp violin snaking in a nook here 
out a cranny there. Pause. "It's wonderful". Sounds like they recruited the five 
goddamn girl drummers for the Sun City Girls' version of one of Caroliner's more 
typical numbers & it also sounds like maybe someone got their grubby hands on 
CV1 d0pC 85 Well> What a conc ept- (Nuf Sed; Box 591075, San Francisco 

CA 94159) 


JOHN SPLNCLR BLUES EXPLOSION "A Reverse Willie Horton" boot LP 

The cult of the broke generation’s renaissance man keeps growing and the 
proportional quality, as they say, keeps on keeping on-totally savvy guitar 
histrionics Elvis-copped lowdown moan & warble and de-evolution revolution hip 
shake, & if you told me the man played every instrument on here I’d have no room to 
argue. Thisd fit neatly on a shelf between mid-period Pussy, "Funhouse/LA Blues" 
The Nights & Days & the Gories' Suicide tribute and its bootleg status is one of life's 
more pleasurable quandaries. (Pubic Pop-Can; don't knock, nobody’s home) 




LEGENDS OF GRUNGE—FIRST IN A SERIES: _SOICFfl 

Steve Watson's a stand-up guy who can entertain to no end with his old early 
80's Detroit hardcore war stories—stories of watching Negative Approach 
effortlessly whip up an already-spent crowd into a steaming, sweating mass of 
true believers in seconds; stories of watching Tesco Vee pull a Bill Grundy on 
local public access TV & launch a new moral code of comedic hate hijinks, etc. 
etc.. But maybe the best thing our Steve ever did was purchase the SOLGER 7" 
for 50 cents in Los Angeles & then play it for me years later...this is the worst 
recorded & least-professional record of that day o'er past & gets an ample 
proportion of its shitkicking over-the-topness from the idea of what "might 
have been"...this could almost be defined as pure confrontational art 
experimentation for fist-pumping baldies & leather n' spike new wavers, and 
you’d be well-taxed to find a Seattle grunge moptop who doesn’t site these 
blazing pioneers as a supremely major influence. 

As you know, a new wind was blowing in those days and what a lot of people 
don't realize is that Solger were the first to boil down 60’s & 70’s antiwar 
hullabaloo into something understandable & easily-articulated for the early- 
80's punk layperson: "Draft! Draft! Fuck it! Fuck it you fucking pricks/It's so 
stupid, it's so dumb/It's not my idea of fun" ("Dead Solger", side 2). I can just 
smell the Selective Service cards burning from Aberdeen to Anacortes. Solger 
i lvited those who saw their inner light to join the revolution on "American 
Youth": "Walk to the corner, standing tall/On our shirts says 'We Won't 
Fall’/We've got voices that speak the truth/We are-Amcrican Youth!". And 
when's the first cover of "Raping Dead Nuns" and its opening countdown of "6- 
5-4-3-2-1 nun nun nun nun nun nun nun nun" going to spring out of the new 
Liverpool? Solger-Paul, Kyle, Doug and Tor-set the plate for other less- 
‘ dented acts to take their angry fuck-all essence & bring it full circle to the 
a ers of Rolling Stone & Spin and as such deserve your highest reverence & 
regard. NEXT ISSUE: IDLE RICH 















SUN CITY GIRLS 


photo by Joe Cultice 


SUN CITY GIRLS "Dawn Of The Devi" LP 

This girl w/ hands I know confided to me that she finds these boys to be "dandy" & 
dial every night she says a little prayer in hopes that some day the band will pass 
though her town & she can fulfill her wish of shakin' her bucket-ass to a set of Sun 
t y swing. I know 1 d pay a dollar to see it, especially now that the 'GIRLS've zonked 
out even further into no man's land. I5eyj is sort of a flipside to the Mystics LP-less 

filial V WOT ‘ d Shifting: 8 Richler destr oying energizer of hyper-psych dis- 

sms. 801 * » sh * ke p ° 


SUN CITY GIRLS "Dawn Of The Devi" LP 

Freedom baby, freedom! Iaish Of The Mystics had the Girls toying w/ way far-out 
Eastern ism & drop-dead scatter tactics-remember, this is the band that punctuated a 

Aem^bif n SUrf ." U ^ lber W1 ^ a iO-minute argument in Arabic the one time 1 saw 
them-but Dm ditches any global consciousness-raising as well as vocals entirely 
for 5 nape-hair-rising instrumentals that are shaped somewhat octagonal Are they 

com^VY “"fl 7 k ; d ° nt ,f k me " what 8° es off “ a loaded ffee-form freak-out 
comes back in flashes (naturally when you least expect it") all at once & the guitar 

^“ d , C p a "" be h ( | Ulte DE £ DLY un 6 uar ded. My favorite, "A Target Silhouette Punished 
Blameless , hits just about every conceivable high-mid-low note in somehow related 
-minute snippety then feeds back, collapses, revives, destroys. Now I've never 

dLTfve heardir l K tT ^ ^ 1 ^ *** mi 8 ht ** the Sun City Girls 
AvW aI p d SUCh heaVy , n ° ds ,n that direc,ion (albeit the fucked-up 60s A1 

y r. Art Ensemble versions, so I've heard) as to cause serious filing problems for 

ao«H h d re , C °| rd St T 1 rcrs ‘ If " Im P rovcore " (a term unfortunately used by otherwise 
g d-hearted people to book & promote structure-disdaining bands here in SF) meant 
anything to anybody then these fellas would almost certainly be considered the 
eaders. All it takes is a quickie swallow of the freedom flower, a turntable & 7 bucks 
to Majora and there you go! (Majora) K 








ICKY BOYFRIENDS "Miss Nevada" 7"EP 

Sometimes when I’m traipsing around the city on cross-tops I get to thinking that 
our boys might very well be the owners of a thick and glowing thread stretching yon 
through time and space A resting uncomfortably in the jittery hands of the almighty 
Electric Eels-and it goes way beyond the 'fro-think about it; a minimalist ace-in-the- 
hole in the non-use of guitar or bass (the Eels preferred to nape the drums for a time), 
subject matter bordering on the algebraic; audience reactions running the gamut from 
slobbering adoration to outright hostility; 1975 chic fashion sense; advertisement 
performed as song (Eels: "Roll On Big 0"-Florida Orange Juice; Boyfriends: 
"Ancient Chinese Secret”~Calgon); vocalist mannerisms suggesting possible 
insanity; jesus, I can’t stop. Why can’t you people see? The fact that Icky Boyfriends 
drummer "Antonionionio" (ahem) is a hyperactive motherfucking rhythm machine A 
Nick Knox was a near-comatose time-keeper is not lost on me but every lame theory's 


So anyway, the new 7" is a good time A all and shows not a whit of maturation yet 
it mostly makes their live mating dance that much more rcsplcndant-outside of "Miss 
Nevada" I can think of 10 numbers you'd rather see on here (especially in terms of this 
being an introduction for those that missed the last go-round) & fortunately these 
lookers arc set to INVADE in '92 and 1 very much hope you get to hear/see them. 
Swear to god, on the live stage the Icky Boyfriends are one of those you-know-it-in- 
a-second bands-bent enough & oh so in your face that one either sweats a lot before 
making a hasty exit or grabs the nearest available beverage & starts quietly serving 
up a little thanks to whatever maker would deign to give us folks who IN REAL LIFE 
arc willing to actualize on a lighted stage what you might attempt if only you had the 
dutch courage & a well thought out reverence for the pointedly inane. Please, join the 
few. (CAP; 109 Minna St., Suite 341; San Francisco CA 94105) 

MONSIEUR JEFFEREY EVANS & LA FONG "Music From Binghampton" 7" 
Halfvc the booze-soaked guts'vc the GIBSON BROS skips along on his own here, 
backed "effortlessly" -by a boy/girl kraut duo, A the results are both "poon"-n- 
"tang" respectively. Herr Hahn scratches along on his guitar like an uncircumsized 
bmlwurst ready to "fry", Frau Lang tubs her tubs in the sultry A lst-rate tradition of 
Ellen A < hrislina and Jeff does a pick A a poke A it's called ROCK AND ROLL ladies 
and gentlemen. Thank you. Good night. (Sympathy; 4901 Virginia Ave., Long 
Beach CA 90805) -Tom Lax 













11 QUESTIONS FOR lf)[ FANOUTS 

1. Seattle & environs got saddled w/ the perhaps dubious distinction of being the hub 
of grunge street & now people won't shut up about it. More than a couple of great 
bands (Fall-Outs included) really never bothered to hook on. Do you feel kind of put 
out about the whole thing or are you just as glad? 

2. Give us an idea of just how underappreciated you are. Why won't the kids listen? 

3. You guys tend to play fast, short & very much to the point, like perhaps a few 
Southern California acts of the short-hair days, w/ maybe a hint of "paisley". Are you 
still pissed at Reagan or what? 

4. What are the circumstances behind Shannon's departure from the band, and does 
this mean that Dave is now going to be playing bass? 

5. I suppose the big question is: WHY Steve Turner? 

6. Since its been just about 3 to 4 years since everything you've released has been 
recorded, what kind of progression/regression can we expect of future efforts? 

7. I know Steve's a big proponent of vintage gear. The sound of the two Fall-Outs 
singles would lead one to believe that Dave & Dino are as well. Is this the era you're 

trying to recapture as it were or do you simply dig the harmonics begotten from 60's 
equipment? 

8. Are you fellows "collector scum"? What's your most valued (personal, not 
monetary) record? 

9. One of the things I sort of admire about your ex(?)-label Regal Select is that 
he/they refuse to play anyone's idea of "the game" (no promos, no ads, no hype, no 
returned letters, nothing really). But this kind of throws the band to the mercy of the 
capitalist pig-dog market & practically guarantees anonymity. Any comments? 

10. Most of us in California will drive great distances to secure 12-packs (but never 
"half racks") of Schmidt & your ex-label's namesake Regal Select. How did Seattle eet 
to "have it all”? 

11. What's the dumbest thing you ever saw Bob Whittaker do? 

(Since we didn't receive any response from the Fall-Outs for this, our first annual 
"lame" issue, we followed new bassist Steve Turner (the "Eric Clapton of 
grunge ) around Los Angeles until he 'fessed up: both taped answers and the list 
of questions we'd sent were coincidentally "lost". However, it pleases us to 
report that the Fall-Outs remain true to glorious form & active in their home 
port of Seattle and will be releasing new recordings-first in 3 years-on Turner's 
new label (Big Grungy records, if I heard him correctly); this label also promises 
a NIGHTKINGS LP by June, hear hear! If you feel you need to reach the Fall- 
Outs please do so by writing Dave Holmes at 3644 Woodland Park Ave. N 
Seattle WA 98103. Thank you.) 


FLAHERTY COLBOURNE DOWNS ’Primal Bum’’ LP 

I feel I must confess that previous to this release, I did not own (nor had ever heard) 
the first two LP's by messers. Flaherty & Colboume. What can I say? Maybe it was an 
oversight, maybe I’m cheap, hey, maybe I'm just a dumb guy. At any rate, I reckon Primal 
Bum to be as big a deal brain-blower as anything that came outta the BYG, ESP, SUN etc. 
comer of 60's/70's free jazz/improv. Mr. Flaherty is right there, heaving blast after solid 
blast of emotive, lung collapsing alto...Mr. Colboume hammers away on the traps like 
hes the lost Ali brother...guest bassist Richard Downs threads the needle of free bass as 
righteously as any "legend” from Alan Silva to William Parker...whew! A truly stand- 
up collaboration & must have item, especially if the names Gayle Borbetomagus & Fat 
have formed & are beginning to "breed" on the tip of your tongue. (Tulpa; P.O. Box 860 
Willimatic CT 06226) ..Tom Lax 





Sweden's Brainbombs scorched heaven and earth on their two 7"s from '90 and 
'91 ("Jack The Ripper Lover/No End" and "Anne Frank/No Guilt") with a savage 
kick of wall-of-steel guitar, inappropriately-tooted horn flares and inviolate 
shrieks that bear out their motto of "Genius and Brutality-Taste and Power" 
rather well...with the release of their first LP Burning Hell on Blackjack a real 


possible certainty we thought it only necessary that they be contacted posthaste, 
and the result is this fascinating "months-in-the-making" interview. Let me give 
a little background: Anders Bryngelsson is from what I can tell the "leading 
light" of the band; Jonas is a real Brainbomb as well, and anything else please 
believe at your own risk. The questions were answered on a tape 3 times by 
these two upstanding Scandinavians; the first time they went through them 1 
thought we had about a 1/2-page interview of "We don’t understand your 
questions" (hey, great!); the second time was a little looser & more relaxed, 
accompanied by Hank Williams & later Hawkwind records humming in the 
background, w/ the sound of "cans" of some sort being opened every couple of 
minutes....the third try is obviously hours later & the words are certainly louder 
and a quite a bit slurred, not to mention that our heroes are now "Nazis" with 
thick German accents ("Vat void Anne Frank say to us? She void say Danke und 
Auf Weidesein!!"). We thought it might be for the best to not listen for a 
possible fourth go at the questions. 

We received a letter from Anders with the tape: 




Hello thar. 


Here’s the interview. Do what you want with it. Later that night I passed out 
outside my friend's apartment. When I woke up I had some scratches on my 
face and on my cock...I can't remember what I did though. Well in a week I’ll 
be in Katmandu beating my brain with more liquor and drugs. Six weeks 
nonstop dr inking...if I get back alive we’ll go to Norway and "play" and do 
some more recordings in a real studio. It'll be just pure cold hate. Danny 
(who really is 34 years old) has written more deadly serious lyrics. He gets 
most inspiration from reading his "bible" PURE . 

OK—take care— Anders 


SUPERDOPE: Jay BRAINBOMBS: Anders, Jonas 

SD: Give us an idea of Stockholm's musical landscape. Do you play 
out much? Do you have a following? Are there any other bands 
worth mentioning? 

Anders: Stockholm’s musical landscape is quite dead so there's nothing much to tell 
about. 

Jonas: We're really not into that kind of thing. 

A: We don't care about it so there’s nothing to mention. There's quite a few bands but 
they're no good. Most bands in Stockholm/Sweden lack attitude. Brainbombs is all 
attitude, we only play on intuition and we never rehearse and that's because we're the 
best but people don't like us here so screw them. 

J: We're more interested in outside of Sweden bands. Like Hank Williams. 

SD: American leftists and socialists often point to Sweden as a 
country where the masses are happy and comfortable. Your lyrics 
and music don't really make this apparant. Why the dichotomy? 

A: We have nothing to say about that. 

SD: Are you all veterans of other bands or is the Brainbombs 
everyone's first project? 

A: We've been Brainbombs since we were bom, so... 

J: It's a kind of religion. 

A: Yes, it’s a lifestyle. Jonas and Peter were in a band called Two Too Few. 

J: We were really famous back in those days. They wrote about our concerts in the 
newspapers. 

A: I saw them and it was quite amazing. 

J: It was a multi-media happening. 

A: It was a tape recorder on a chair and after the tape was finished people applauded. 

J: Including the band. 

SD: Your music has been compared to the Birthday Party, Dog-Faced 
Hermans, Scratch Acid, Drunks With Guns, etc. I guess it's time to 
talk about influences. Is there any previously-rendered sound/idea 
that the Brainbombs are shooting for? 

A: We've never heard of those bands, so... 

J: Fuck all them. Are those American bands? Maybe Australian. 

A: Not German bands I think. But influences—we have no influences. 

J: We just listen to sounds in the streets. And the birds. And the wind. Etcetera. 

A: If they describe our music like that I don't think that's fair. We don’t like any of 
those bands. But influences-there's Hank Williams. 

J: Johnny Cash, Willie Nelson, Waylon Jennings, Kris Kristofferson. 

A: Dwight Yoakum. 



J: Ricky Nelson. 

A: Buck Owens, and so on. But we don't want to sound like them. 

SD: The Brainbombs seem to have a pretty bleak outlook on sexual 
matters. In America we think that Swedes are constantly mating like 
Jackrabbits. Why might the Brainbombs take such a natural, 
uncorruptable act of love and turn it into something so perverse? 

A: I think that people have got wrong idea of what real pleasure is. 

J: That’s why we think...perverted. I rent some movies...Sidney Sheldon 
books...that are really good to wank to. 

A: I think Justine is quite a good book too, by De Sade. And American Psvcho on 
Page 345 or 346. 

J: Sometimes we gather 'round the whole group and wank together on a sandwich, and 
the last one to cum have to eat this sandwich. That's a game we play. 

A: Yeah, it’s called "Eat The Sandwich". 

J: Sometimes we put microphones up our asses and make funny noises. 

A: That's sex. 

SD: Have you ever played outside of Sweden or do you have any 
plans to do so? 

A: In a month or so we planno tour in Norway with a band called Anal Babes. And- 
we look forward to it. 

J: It will be fun. 

SD: Someone said you guys are enthralled by Hollywood and 
California in general. Any particular reason why? 

J: No, I think you have to explain it further. 

A: It's just something you made up so we can't answer that. 

J: I’ve got an aunt in California. I went there once and had a good time I think. 

A: That's why we like California so much. 

SD: Other than the two singles and the new LP, have the 
Brainbombs released any additional vinyl? You're on a couple of 
compilations, am I right? What else do you have planned for us? 

A: Besides the two singles our first release was on a compilation EP called "The 
Shadow Of Death". It was released in 1988. Our song was called "The Second 
Coming". We have plans to do a CD in a few months-all new material-about 70 
minutes of Brainbombs. 

J: Pure Brainbombs. 

A: Pure rock and roll music. 

SD: Was "After Acid" written following a particularly insightful 
trip? I get the feeling you guys like to party. 

J: We think it's real nice when people can get together and have a party and smile and 
have fun together. 

A: But we don’t like drugs. 

J: We don't drink alcohol either. We just sit and look at each other. That's a party. 
Listen to music. 

A: And talk about life in general. 

J: Reading books, maybe. Franz Kafka, Nietchze, Sartre maybe. That's a good party 
for us. Acid is bad stuff-—bad. 

A: I don't like to party. 

J: Not me either. Well, I went to party once. It was fucking boring. 

A: Well, I smoke hash once or twice a week. 

J: Yes, one or two trips a year, something like that. "Graham", he likes to eat 
mushrooms sometimes. 

A: Ecstasy, I think, should be the most...the definite drug. 






(Phone rings, short conversation in Swedish w/ a female ensues) 
A: That was Kiaff (?), our dealer. She’ll be right over soon. 


SD: What do you think Anne Frank would have to say to you were 
she alive today? 

A: She would say "thank you". 

J: Wed eat ice cream and have a good time. Because we did a very good job for her 
We explained her situation back in Second World War. That’s how close you can get. ' 
A: She was a teenage whore who screwed the Nazis. 

J: But that doesn't have anything to do with us being Nazis because we just have pure 
hate. J think she’d be real pissed at us, because she thought she was serious about 
those Nazis, and we don’t tell the truth about it, so she would be real pissed at us So 
we forgive her. 

A: Well if she’s upset we’ll say "We’re sorry. We regret that thing". 

SD: Have you ever thought that the ladles at Blackjack Records 
might be taking you for a real big ride? 

J: What's a real big ride? 

A: Is that a trip or something? 

J: Or is it sex? 

A: Well if they're taking us for a real big ride it might be fun, going for a real big 
ride. Wed like to take a trip anytime. 

J: We think that question number 11 is a big insult to our names so were pissed on 
you guys. You're trying to make fool of us. 

A: 'Cause we're for real. 

J: We’re fucking serious. But if they do, we'll make them suffer. 


SD: Anything else you’d like to add? 

J: We don't understand that question. 

A: We don't know what you mean. 

J: I m Jonas. Im 24 years old. I play the guitar sometimes. Sometimes I play the 
bass. Sometimes I write a song or two. And I sing on the "Anne Frank" single I think 
that was really fun. 

A: My names's Graham. I play drums. I'm 14 years old. And I play guitar on some 
occassions as well. 

J: And then there's Peter, who sings. He's Mr. Brainbomb...he's real evil guv 
A: He’s 12 years old. 























J: He just got out of prison and started to sing with us. He was sentenced to 5 years 
for soldering his mother. 

A: He’s really into it And then there's Danny, who is a street whore. 

J: He’s 32. That's true. He writes the songs and sometimes he plays the hom. 

A: He should be our spokesman but he's not here today. 

J: He lives far away so we couldn't meet. 

A: He's a kind of loner. And then we have Lanje, who plays guitar. And then there 
Dieter (?), who played guitar on the second single. 

J: Auf Weidesein. 


RED AUNTS Live March '92, Debi Dip's wyld-ass garage, Happy Hill, Los Angeles 

These punkers look like they know how to party, hmm? A vacationing me saw 
them share their quite literal garage teen spirit to a few drunks, a few famous LA 
writers & a few hangers-on...like the rawer, wilder sister to N.Y. s STP, minus the 
overwrought screams & truly embarrassing lyrics, & plus a heft of two in-synch 
guitars, joyfully spastic vocal girl-yelp & the ubiquitous J. Wahl holding his own & 
then some w/ sticks and tubs if you can believe it. Go daddy go! Totally 
unrecognizable Stones cover (I had to be told) only added to the "charm" & when Terri 
whipped out the guitar slide I truly thought a motherfucking rock n’ roll riot was sure 
to engulf this happening new LA nightspot. New 7 on Dionysus is imminent w/ 
songs about "big cans" & the creep who watched you pull a "number three" & as you 
might imagine it comes recommended. 

GORILLA "Gone/Vein Popper" 7" 

Great wobbly keyboards jousting for lead status w/ speedy laces-tied-together guitar 
chops while a drunk man barks out verse/chorus/verse and yes sir, I believe you're talking 
quality. Certainly my favorite of their discs & it's more apparent now that a concerted 
effort has been made to quickly pass on the torch of Seattle’s recent past without getting 
so much as singed. Lyres-lovin’ rock-n-roller outta-controllers and latter-day grunge 
men hunts will be sure to find their cockles warmed. Gorilla are rumored to throw huge 
M-olliing parties that pass for live shows, one fine day we’ll know the full skinny & Id 
nay |. i now it’s easily a chance worth taking. (Bag Of Hammers) 




SEBADOH "Oven Is My Friend" 7" 

I've not kept up with these knuckleheads AT ALL-heard their first LP once & swore 
I'd not hear it again and very recently accrued a tape of their Vertical 7" and whiz- 
bang, I'm a fan! While that record is made up mostly of one-take acoustic rants of a 
surprisingly haunting nature (suppose it's Barlow's bedtime songster voice), "Oven" 
is nothing of the sort—the title track is an all-over-the-fucking-yard rodent-scurrying 
cover of an early-80's HC-scene band called the Church Police (& I wouldn't know a 
thing about it if not for the old MRR cuttings on the inner label and the dropped jaws 
of old-timers who've had the fortune of tuning in this time 'round), and the rest is 
pasted-together noise flashes, high-note guitar solos & kooky singing, etc. that 
could've been pulled from old Sun City Girls tapes, you never know. My favorite is 
"Cheapshot", which shows conclusively that these boys could be the Beatles if only 
they'd stand up straight & let someone cut their hair, though the yelp that ends it also 
reminds us of the old adage that you can take the boy out of the jungle, but you can't 
take the jungle out of the boy. That's what they say, right? (Siltbreeze; P.O. Box 
53297, Philadelphia PA 19105) 

BIG JOEY "Metal Head" LP 

This is BBP's first vinyl outing & it's pretty much a stunner. Claiming to be 100% 
improvisational, this has a spastic inbred charm that could coax the drawers offve 
Jost Gerbers & the rest of the FMP crowd. And even if rehearsals DID exist, they were 
probably nothing more than weed-n-whiskey marathons-a fine thing-but let's not 
waste time on useless digressions. Just imagine a HAMS vs. DEAD C battle of the 
bands takin' place in the infield of the long-awaited yearly demolition derby & 
suddenly the county fair sounds like the place to be. This thing stutters & rakes along 
so freely, it's bound to be dismissed as incomprehensible by dorks. But it's a small 
pressing (200-300?) so what the hell? A sensational record. God love 'em. (Big Body 
Parts; P.O. Box 9813, Colorado Springs CO 80932) -Tom Lax 


VENOM P. STINGER "Waiting Room" 4-song CD 

Quite possibly the final fiery offerings from Australia's least understood—borne 
mostly of their own fairly unique design (I've been thinking for 10 minutes of someone 
to pinpoint them to, no dice) & propelled by loose almost-jazz snare-heavy drumming & 
D. McKenzie’s vocals, which are somewhat akin to a very loud and very pissed-off yawn. 
When they really got rolling ('88's "Walking About/26 Milligrams" 7" and everything 
since) Venom P. Stinger were a dam sight near unstoppable, & "Inside The Waiting 
Room" goes to the top of the chart for inherent spastic clutter masquerading as some 
kind of punk rock Luddite's anthem, stuttering herky one minute, jerky the next. 
Rambling, shambling greatness & I never once heard them play 'Tie Me Kangaroo Down, 
Sport". I'll surely miss them. (Au Go Go; GPO 542d, Melbourne 3001, Victoria 
AUSTRALIA) 

GIBSON BROS "Southbound" 7"EP 

Basically five of the first 6 tracks from the long-gone Build A Raft cassette, which is 
mostly notable for the half-side of the very early Gibsons gigging at an 
ELEMENTARY SCHOOL-shit, we got endless safety assemblies & Chaunakah/Xmas 
hold-hands & sing-a-longs, Ohio Valley tykes got "the 'ol 'Woo Hoo' song"-these kids 
are now six years older & poised to become leaders of men, think about it. This EP shows- 
the skeletal start (Howland on git and drums) of a band that would not much later make 
one of the 80’s certain high-water marks. Big Pine Boogie -logged altogether deeper in 
country/roots reverence-witness 4 covers (incl. Charlies Patton & Feathers), but with a 
twang, if you will, of contemporary (i.e. post-1956) hoot n' holler, albeit just barely. 
More time & energy went into ably recreating & updating a sound that exists in the dim 
recesses of American mind than I'd remembered, that or someone couldn't finance the 
loan for passable recording equipment; either way it’s a winner so why not be a goddamn 
completist. (Glitterhouse; Gruner Weg 25, 3472 Beverungen, GERMANY) 
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ELECTRIC EELS "God Says Fuck You" CD 

Very simply--I'm heartened to see that this release is winning at least a modicum of 
the hurrahs it richly deserves-it wasn't so long ago when a young collegiate 
pomographer played "Agitated" on his radio show & opened a dozen doors I didn't even 
know existed; let's get one thing straight from the get-go though: the version of the 
aforementioned on this new "virtually everything & more" CD is n£l the pigsqueal amp- 
overload distortion monster found on the late 70's Rough Trade single (please ignore 
claims to the contrary), and despite the fact that this is probably the most worthwhile 
unearthing of the last 5 years-a major goddamn event in this house anyway-until you've 
heard the real deal your life almost certainly is as shallow and bereft of hope as you've 
really always suspected. You will, however, find the correct rendition of "Cyclotron" 
on here and one wonders why "they" couldn't go all the way. 17 tracks incl. the whole of 
the Having A Philosophical Investigation LP & the "Spin Age Blasters/Bunnies" 7", 
grand majority from '75, "You're Full Of Shit, ha ha ha ha"; really my friend, surely you 
need no convincing, yes? (Homestead; P.O. Box 800, Rockville Centre NY 11571-0800) 



THE STYRENES "It’s Artastic!" CD 

If my piano teacher’d had me practicing Paul Marotta's parts from "Drano In Your 
Veins", "I Saw You", "Inside Of Here" or any of the other tunes on this album while I 
was growing up, chances would've been much better that I'd now be the famous concert 
pianist my parents wanted me to be. At least they’d have had an easier time getting me to 
practice. Marotta, of course, is the child-prodigy ivory-masseur and multi¬ 
instrumentalist who quit the Electric Eels a few months before their dissolution, fed up 
with that band's internal squabbling & lack of musical ability, to work with Jamie 
Klimek's MIRRORS (when's the CD of their '74/75 recordings coming out?), who 
called it quits right around the same time as the Eels. In their quest for skilled players 
the duo lined up the crack rhythm section of Jim Jones & Tony Fier (who can, when not 
found at their desk jobs for Polygram records, be found spewing the sludge with the 
reunited Easter Monkeys), and proceeded to reinvent rock music (not withstanding that 
Marotta already had with the Eels...). What you have on this disc is living proof, as any 
Jerry Lee Lewis fan knows, that punk rock and a piano are not mutually exclusive. With 
Marotta's instrument at the fore, the Styrenes, through the five years and numerous 
personnel changes (only Marotta & Klimek endured) documented here, charge through 
everything from Jamie’s 3-chord emo-pop songs (including at least 2 or 3 old Mirrors 
numbers) to Paul's twisting, rapid-fire near-jazz excursions. 

The CD opens up with "Drano In Your Veins", the band's debut A-side, and perhaps the 
funniest suicide-baiting tune to come out of Cleveland until the Easter Monkeys’ "Take 
Another Pill". It's an excellent fusion of Klimek's pop sensibilities & Marotta's artistic 
























inclinations: demented & challenging lyrics (a tongue-in-cheek take on the Eels' death 
fascination?) over Paul's nimble piano leads & Jamie's incisive guitar fills. The 
Jones/Fier rhythm section is as sharp and motivational as the song requires (and the 
hyped-up 79 live version is just as excellent). The songs that continue in that vein ("I 
Saw You”, "Leave The Girls”, "Brian's Song", Opus XU”, etc.) are uniformly brilliant. 

Marotta's homage to his prior band consists of the transmutation of several Electric 
Eels tunes from art-terrorism to amphetamine Pop-Art. With John Morton's guest 
guitar depositing shredded noise to the proceedings, all that’s lacking compared to the 
original "As If I Cared” is Dave E.’s mucous-clogged voice. The Styrenes prove 
themselves as uniquely-skilled purveyors of discordance as harmony on that one & the 
subdued and menacing "The Social Whirlpool”. On occasion, Marotta's vision does suffer 
for its schizophrenia; the Styrenes don’t present a unified sound attitude the way the 
Electric Eels have been packaged on God Says Fuck You , but the range of expression is 
broader than the Eels' sternum-forcing message of Hatred (of self and others) and 
Confrontation. Paul's jazz education (but relative lack of experience) is evident in 
varying degrees, from the leapin' lounge of "Just Walking” to the frenzied sax on the 
more rave-up portions of "Outer Limits”. 

Jamie Klimek's contributions are most evident on the tracks from the band’s 2nd 7", the 
Styr ene/Money EP (my first exposure to them & still my favorite of their three 7’”s), 
on which he handles the vocals. All three highlight his manic pop tendencies; the version 
of "Jaguar Ride" gives the Eels' rendition a massive, rapid sugar rush that takes in an 
expression of teenage lust and discovery, turning out teenage amazement and discovery 
(even on the new Mirrors' release Klimek still sounds like a teen in awe of the world 
around him). On "I Saw You" he nearly gets to cut loose and show off his trademark 
scatter-blast guitar leads (check out the 80’s Mirrors version of "I Think I'm Falling 
(Sea Chains)" from the Mondo Stereo collection or the Another Nail In The Coffin 
LP/CD/CAS on Resonance, if you can find it) & whose absence is the only real 
disappointment on the album (but that's like complaining about the lack of Marotta's 
ivory-scooting with the Mirrors). Every hook that Jamie sends out gets framed by 
chunks of Paul’s piano, creating moments of deceptively simple, completely non-cliched, 
utterly endearing pop glory. 

This CD's not going to appeal to as many hip noisesters as God Savs Fuck You will, but 
it is an essential and influential page in the long history of the Cleveland underground. 
The list of acts that you could compare the Styrenes to (& that they probably 
influenced) is so vast that there’s no sense in dropping any names here (just check out Art 
Black's liner notes for the short list). The Styrenes were criminally ignored in their day. 
Don't make the same mistake twice: listen to It’s Artastic and give thanks that you live 
in an enlightened era. (Homestead; P.O. Box 800, Rockville Centre NY 11571-0800) - 


Doug Pearson 
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VARIOUS ARTISTS "Not All That Terrifies Harms" 7"EP 

Try to control any misfired ideas brewing about San Francisco being a veritable 
hotbed of righteously unique rock n' roll experimentation 'cause as of 4-7-92 it just 
ain't so-half of the "real" bands here haven't been seen among the living for over 2 
years now, another two were never bands to begin with (which is all well and good) 
and the one that's still with us, the Thinking Fellers Union Local 282, are, to phrase 
it succinctly, a rather striking anomaly & part of a cyclical pattern over the years 
that has left this town with its Crimes & Avengers & Chromes & Sleepers & Flippers 
& World Of Poohs & precious few others without a real solid base of quality to scoot 
in front of. Must be a little lonely being one of the only genuine peaches in the 
basket, and to wit, they had to move from Iowa to hit their stride locally anyway. 

Only one man has had his fingers in the "pot" of virtually everything worthwhile 
here-his Christian name is Brandan Kearney, a behind-the-scenes Oz-like button- 
pusher & influence maker who is so far underground that we've totally forgotten what 
he looks like, and wouldn't you know it, this 7" is culled from an earlier, larger 
cassette comp of his of the same name. World Of Pooh were just about my favorite 
band in the known universe in the months prior to their dissolution and their track 
here, "Dominance And Submission", is a surprising little fuzzface uncorker that 
opens the floodgates for the B.O.C. revival (can I mention that the editor's dad's best 
pal in college was one E. Bloom? No, really), and Weenie Roast tum(ed) in a great 
shimmering pop "minder" in "Flowerpot" and I really wish I'd seen them. Singer & 
bassist Michelle now paints pretty pictures in the SF Seals (as in "Barbara Manning 
and the")...the remainder is a mishmash or perhaps hodgepodge of home-job cut n' 
paste that confirms that at least one or two people were having some fun (Enablers & 
The White Shark) & Idiot (the)'s "contribution" is essentially nonexistent so no use 
in getting so huffy, mister. This will light a few candles in a few houses and believe 
me, it really is. a league better than the next best thing to being there. (Ajax/Nuf Sed; 
Box 805293, Chicago IL 60680-4114/Box 591075, San Francisco CA 94159) 

OMOIDE HATOBA/MOLECULES Live—The Chameleon, S. F. March ‘92 

Bigger and meaner than anything I'd counted on-Japan's Omoide Hatoba chirped a 
“Hallo-we are Omoide Hatoba" and it was off to the glue factory from there-like a big 
fat invisible gate had been closed at the foot of the stage and a semblance of ordered 
music composition was successfully struggling to wriggle out, not so much an 
incomprehensible noise barrage as a disharmonic thud-thud-thud that was dare I say 
almost danceable (I'm not quite sure why but I assure you I hadn’t been drinking). A 
small rodent-like Japanese man with a beret & sunglasses telegraphed wave upon 
wave of white-hot 6-string squall while simultaneously doing a mean jitterbug to a 
beat that only he could possibly be hearing. Oishii so desu ne! Some people said 
“whoa", some people went home & re-thought their views on protectionism & some 
people just stared. Maybe the latter were still reeling from The Molecules' Herculean 
tight-as-a-fist feats on guitar/bass/drums--what a unholy stumble & stun clatter, 
dressed up as “Improvcore" (there you go again) but really three seasoned NY 
expatriates (did someone say there’s an ex-Rat At Rat R member here?) now threading 
a time & space-defying needle out of Oakland. I didn’t really know what to do after 
their boggling set so I decided to just start shaking some hands, I didn’t care 
whose...we still haven’t heard their CD but that’s all going to change real soon. I 
think I’m gonna go see them again tomorrow night & every night I can thereafter & I 
have faith in you do the same. 

THE NIGHTS AND DAYS “Full Blast" 7 ”EP 

The legendary lost Nights And Days practice tape, mixed from a hissy C-60 into a 
workable 4-song EP of 1986 hoot & rave. I find it rather hard to believe that there 
isn’t a better representation somewhere of these nervous beat stompers, who kicked a 
big ‘ol gnawed & gnarled garage bone around Seattle back alleys for the better part of 
4 years, but R. Vasquez’s career-to-be is soon to reach near-sufficient saturation 
levels w/ impending Nightkings releases by right-thinkers worldwide, so if they say 
we’ve got to close the books on his amazing past combo there’s no choice but to 
concur. (Rekkids; contact Rob Vasquez, 1505 NW 60th Suite B, Ballard WA 98107) 
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NIGHTKINGS “Nightkings Theme/Mid-Nighl/Old Dick” 7”EP 

The first record proper from the Nightkings & it’s a gem. Initially I voiced some 
dismay over its live-in-the-studio, no overdubs rawness but after being whacked about 
the face a few times by a dusty sack of nickels I totally gave in. “Theme” does an 
arched-back creepy crawl over and under a pogostick bassline & you too will want to 
“do it in the dark”. And that singer, well he’s got a lonely prarie dog howl that’d make 
me a little sad if I wasn t already feelin’ so goddamn glad. This modern-day Sam The 
Sham & The Pharaohs are hereby invited to play my wedding, my bar mitzvah, my 
coming-out party, whatever. Pretty clearheaded hot spit from a band that quite 
obligingly brings up Mary Jane (you know, reefers) in a packed handful of their 
songs, & only 500 copies? Whose idea? (Sub Pop; P.O. Box 20645, Seattle WA 


SKULL CONTROL “Building Models/Hot Stumps” 7” 

‘78 Masque punk rock revivalism seems to be all the rage in certain L.A. circles 
right about now and while the movement’s borne of a highly dubious pedigree (to 
coin a phrase) I can think of many more punishable offenses—this is a live meeting of 
ex-Skulls and ex-Controllers (surprise!) for a pretty motored-up speed-take on what 
I’m tQ Id are two old songs belonging to the Skulls part of the line-up. Remember 
songs about sniffing glue and amputee sex? Me neither, but I like this all the same 
(“Hot Stumps” being the best of its genre since the Rotters’ “Amputee”). This is 
recorded on a bill w/ The Gears and F-Word at the Whiskey and if we all pray real real 
hard we might get the Golden Cup to open again on Hollywood Blvd. & let these 
people get a little liquid courage in them to start the scene all over, what the hey? 
(Iloki; P.O. Box 49593, Los Angeles CA 90049) 


C URRENT H E AVIES. OR . WF .’V E GOT SOME SPACF. TO Fin 

1. THE CREATION “Midway Down” (from Rest Of The Creation LP) 

2. SUN CITY GIRLS “Let’s Just Lounge” (from new Maiora 7”) 

3. THE NUBS “Job” (from early 80’s punk rock 7”) 

4. BLOODLOSS “Kissing Your Shadow” (from fantastic newly-purchased LP 
called The Truth .1 ? March i ng In. from ‘90 or ‘91 feat. Ren & Bland of 
Lubricated Goat & superior to anything that fine band has done; avail, from 
Abberrant, Box A566, Sydney South 2000, Australia) 

5. JON SPENCER BLUES EXPLOSION “Support A Man” (from LP) 

6. KEGGS “Girl” (from Back From The Grave Vol. 6 comp LP) 

7. FLY ASHTRAY Soft: Pack” (from forthcoming Clumps Takes A Ride LP) 

8. CLAW HAMMER Candle Opera” (from ‘89 Sympathy 7”) 

9. CHEATER SLICKS “Can It Be” (from In The Red 7”) 

10. X (Australia) “TV Cabaret Roll” (from Why March When... comp LP) 

11. PAPER TULIPS Death In The Family” (from Insects LP) 

12. BRAINBOMBS “Danny Was A Street Whore” (from forthcoming LP) 

13. HALF JAPANESE “Nicole Told Me” (from Sin f No Evil LP) 

14. MODERN LOVERS “She Cracked” (from The Original M. levers CD) 

15- THE FALL Middle Mass” (from Slates 10”) 


















PUBLICATIONS 

REASON— A revelation & much-needed wake-up call of the past 
year or so. Libertarianism made 1-2-3 that keeps a safe distance 
from overbearing dogma & makes alternately lighthearted & heavy- 
intellectual war on this week’s victim-of-choice, w/ some light- 
bulb-popping features every month on drug legalization, free & 
pure commerce, personal privacy rights, freedom of the press & 
judiciary, FDA, FBI & CIA stupidity, etc. Maybe you couldn’t give a 
tin shit but I have a feeling that the views espoused herein could 
hit a good mile closer to home than many pinkos might realize. I’m 
perplexed that after all the bitching about no choices, no 
unbeholden leaders, no money left after taxes & no future for you 
that we’re all too fucking spent to seek any route other than giving 
up entirely or the ones (all two of them) dangled in front of us 
every day. Bill Clinton, Jerry Brown, George Bush, people!! Can I 
stop now? ($2.95/cepy, $19.95/year sub. to P.O. Box 526, Mt. 
Morris IL 61054-7868) 

MURDER CAN BE FUN— Somehow I’ve ignored this local treasure 
for years and I really don’t know why it took me so long to make 
this ‘zine a valued & meaningful part of my life, because this is the 
best-written & most-informative chronicle of important world 
events since The Whirl, only better because it’s all true & 
meticulously researched by one John Marr (who’s gonna rip on The 
Edge, no wait, I must be thinking of someone else). The latest issue I 
have (#13) features a great hee-haw recapping of all “Death At 
Disneyland”, counting Grad Night LSD PeopleMover victim upon 
unbuckled Matterhorn victim just “waiting in line to die” (...’’Some 
members of the crowds queued up in the hours-long lines aren’t 
just media-tranquilized consumers patiently waiting for a 90- 
second dose of ersatz, ‘safe’ thrills. Rather, they are sheep being 
led to the slaughter by a startling array of anthromorphic rodents, 
pigs, and puppets playing the part of the Judas goat.”), plus a quite 
hilarious retelling of the tragic UC-Berkeley ‘90/91 school year, 
which featured a killer fraternity fire, a psycho murderer who took 
a local bar hostage & “demanded a $16 Trillion payment from the 
US government for using his telepathic powers” & then ordered the 
captive men to, um, “mistreat” the blonde womanly patrons w/ some 
carrots he’d brought along (“talk about planning!”) & a bombed frat 
member’s fall from a 3rd-floor fire escape, ’’adding a little sting to 
the brothers’ hangovers when they found him (dead) in their 
driveway the next morning”. I think that the majority of his issues 
are still available and are highly, highly recommended. ($1.25/ea. 
to John Marr; P.O. Box 640111, San Francisco CA 94109) 










VERTIGO "Bumin’ Inside/3220 M 7" 

Up to the task of finely-focused guitar acumen & working like a real-live unit like 
few of their peers these days, thus it's only right Vertigo'll be sharing a bill w/ Claw 
Hammer on an upcoming U.S. tour--they're capable of laying down understated 
inveterate riffs that regardless can open you up, clean you out & drop the hammer like 
nobody's business no matter how fast they're playing. If Santa Barbara’s hallowed 
Monoshock had stayed together it might've gone a little something like this & 
more's the pity they didn't. (Insipid; P.O. Box E155, St. James 2000, N.S.W. 
AUSTRALIA) 
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Chairman Ken Derr says 1991 was 
a tough year for Chevron. 


Back, issues: 

SUPERDOPE #1: CLAW HAMMER interview & meanderings on Sonic's 
Rendezvous Band, The Flesh Eaters, Red Transistor & more. Reviews of new wave 
records & shows. $2 

SUPERDOPE #2: Large format-thick 40+ pages-long DENIZ TEK/ANGIE PEPPER 
interview; RUDOLPH GREY, BOYS FROM NOWHERE interviews + stuff on Monster 
Magnet, Flipper, Spike In Vain & more. Lots of reviews + quite a few happening 
photos of rock as it happened. $2.50 

SUPERDOPE #3: GORIES interview; reviews, tucker-bashing; digest-sized, 22 
pages. $ 1 


Make any check or M.O. payable to "Jay Hinman", remit to: 
SUPERDOPE/Jay Hinman 
520 Frederick Street, Box 33 


San Francisco, CA 94117 











CRIME "Hot Wire My Heart/Baby You’re So Repulsive" 7" 

You should be gussied up with the news that the classic 1976 Crime 7" has again 
been reissued, this time in authorized-by-Frankie Fix form. I'd like to quote from 
Thurston Moore's liner notes, if I may: "The images we got from Cali were of kids 
dressing up and acting like English anarchy punks. We figured that poser shit would 
die, especially after Sid died. But it didn’t. And then Reagan was president. And then 
we understood. California screaming. Suburban wasteland. Middle class hippy. Fuck. 
Hardcore USA exploded Mid its direct roots were these records we balked at...Crime 
will always be relevant". (Spirit; P.O. Box 170195, San Francisco CA 94117) 

SOME VELVET SIDEWALK Live January '92, Heinz Club, Oakland 

Someone's responsible for spreading the rumor that this trio has a general heavy 
disdain for the idea that a rocker's number one responsibility is playing his 
instrument -whatever you might think of A1 Larsen's peek-a-boo I-love-you 
sillybilly act, it’s hard not to be chagrined by the outstanding cavemen rhythm 
section that minds the serious business of getting down while Larsen leapfrogs all 
over the stage, his guitar and his bandmates. They're a great foil for such tomfoolery 
& pumped a superbold & full-bodied thump-thump-whump backbeat & all left the 
stage a perfect mess of axes, drums & amps when through. Believe you me, the 
caffeine-wrecked idiot savarit shtick is a lot more happening live. Sample lyric: 

"Look in your top drawer—your pajamas will be there". Why you little.I saw them 

again 6 weeks later in a record store & the drummer immediately shot onto the "great 
rock drummers, 1992" chart with a bullet (joining such exalted company as Bob Lee, 
Charlie Ondras, Allen Clark & Rubin Fiberglass) and I'm ready to croon this band’s 
praises to anyone who'll listen. 

GUM 'Twenty Years In Blue Movies And Yet To Fake An Orgasm" LP 

Excellent pan-fried short circuitry from a couple of Aussie bushwackers known as 
GUM. Side one is a bossy low-rent romp through "Blood On The Floor" complete w/ 
warbled vocals, cheap synth crackle, crumbling drums (c/o John Murphy), tinny 
guitars...in fact, it’s so swank, you just may forget about the pin-dick original. Side 
two is a side-long piece entitled "Melted Limp Fallout" & it marches along in much 
the same way as their debut; scrap metal whizz, Boyd w/ a brain electronics, milk- 
curdling "do’s" & don't's"...a fun & exhausting paint-pealer, even if "noise" isn't your 
first choice as a life affirmer. (Gum; P.O. Box 2627 X, GPO Melbourne, Victoria 
3001, AUSTRALIA) -Tom Lax 

WOGGLES "I Got Your Number" 7"EP 

Takes not a lot of energy to enjoy this disc, a no-brainin' wig-out of the glossy 
sort, having little to do w/ "budget rock" and a whole lot to do w/ a big hard 
goodtimey 60's sound that has yet to drive me to anything resembling a sordid 
thought. In terms of their place on the great continuem, well, sure enough those days 
are long past but I can’t blame them for nostalgia in the least & I'm just happy I can 
groove to this mini-monolith beat today. I can just see the dances you'll be doing. 
(Estrus; P.O. Box 2125, Bellingham WA 98227) 

HONEYMOON KILLERS "Hung Far Low" LP 

This band is still riding high on the swells of an absolutely boss squinty-eyed trash 
compaction formula that is hopped up & ready-made for nighttime's magic moments; 
since I've already written them off completely twice already there's no reason to think 
this isn't some kind of smut apex, i.e. Jon Spencer or no Jon Spencer, the dream has 
got to die sometime, right? More attentive to detail that the Gibson Bros mach '92, 
less murky & mysterious than all previous H. Killers vinyl (save the 3 tracks already 
released here) and altogether more full bore & feedback-loaded than that other top- 
notch LP of theirs, '88's Turn Me On . I'm especially fond of the "Run Chicken Run" 
squeaks someone's greasing out of his guitar. Many are prattling about this being an 
"awesome" one & while not as ripe as the Blues Explosion I'm content to let them be 
right this time. (Fist Puppet/Cargo; 2243 No. Clyboume, Chicago IL 60614) 









CHEATER SLICKS "You Don’t Satisfy/Little Red Book" 7" 

Two downright vomit-blur classics from the swinginest blooze copulators back 
east, the CHEATER SLICKS. Frenzied vocal slur is backed by maniacal thud & electro¬ 
soar & when they get "lost” on "Satisfy” pray you don't get cut in half. If you're 
lookin for a "prime" companion to articulate your late night port-gobhle/howl at the 
moon rituals, these guys are up to the task. Let 'em rip! (Sympathy; 49Q1 Virginia 
Avc., Long Beach CA 90805) —Tom Lax 
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DEAD C - HARSH 70 S REALITY 
DBL - LP * $10“ 


STRAPPING FIELDHANDS- DEBUT 
7" EP - $4°° 


UPCOMING 


VENOM P STINGER - WHATS YOURS 
IS MINE - DOMESTIC REISSUE LP. 


GATE - 7" TiP. 


* MIKE ”REf HUMMEL - GAPS IN THE 
FOSSIL RECORD LP 
(From the Primitive low-rent 
Squawl of the Quotas & Back!) 

Siltbreeze ) 

PO Box 532^7 
Philadelphia,'PA 19105 
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